CHAPTER 41 


May 24, 2011 


“Jesus, Justin, stop drawing moustaches on all my posters!” 


Yosuke had just made his way to the usual hang out spot at Junes. He was running 
late due to having to reprint out all his posters to cover Justin’s vandalism. Yosuke 
was pissed to say the least; he was having a hard enough time trying to top Justin’s 
over the top revolution speech without Justin drawing curly moustaches and a 
goatee on everything that had his face on it. 


“What? The look suits you.” 
“Yeah, yeah, very funny.” 


Yosuke pulled out a seat before slamming his head against the table. Justin smirked 
slightly before placing his hands behind his head and his foot on the table. The 
others gave him a slightly funny look at first; after all, that’s where people ate. 
Though they soon dismissed the thought when they realized his foot was only 
touching the edge of the table, using it to rock his chair back and forth slightly. 
Everyone chuckled silently under their breath, save for Yosuke. It was immature as 
all fuck, but they have to admit; Yosuke DID look good with a moustache. And it 
wasn’t just one moustache either, mind you. Justin did a couple of them; he had the 
stache and goatee, the ‘silent movie evil person’ stache, a porn star stache. He 
might have crossed the line a bit with the Hitler stache, but hey, Yosuke could take 
it. Yosuke sighed slightly before wiping the thought from his mind. He should have 
known Justin would try to pull a stunt like that when he agreed to this stupid bet. 


“Alright, so what’d | miss while | was gone?” 


“Cyborg leprechauns singing show tunes while shooting rainbows out of their ass. 
You know. The usual.” 


“Alright, someone OTHER than Justin mind filling me in.” 


“Nothing really; we were just talking about Justin’s... I’m not sure speech would be 
the right word.” Yu spoke up. Justin smirked slightly. It was actually pretty 
embarrassing when he gave the speech, but | guess he could handle a couple of his 
friends ragging on him for acting like a complete psychopath. 


“Not a speech. A symbol.” 


Justin pressed one hand to his chest, the other to his forehead in this awkward 
looking salute. Made more awkward by him doing this all while leaning back on his 
chair. It was a wonder he hadn't tipped over. And to add to it all he forced himself to 


shed a single tear. It was hard too; he had to think of kicking puppies before it 
would finally come out. Yosuke groaned slightly. 10,000 yen on the line, and Justin 
wasn’t even taking this seriously; and he STILL was kicking Yosuke’s ass on the 
polls. In fact, Yosuke was in dead last place. He figured he’d at least be able to beat 
Hisako, but apparently enough people were stunned by his fancy thesaurus to give 
him second place. Second. Fucking. Place. What the shit? 


“I’m surprised you didn’t start a riot.” Yu added on, his eyebrows raising slightly. 
“With song lyrics?” 


“You quoted Uprising... Like, let’s not even get into the other stuff for a moment 
here. Uprising. And you didn’t think that MIGHT have, | don’t know, caused an 
UPRISING?” Yosuke interrupted. 


“No. If | quoted Hysteria, would that make everyone start crying like children? Or if | 
did Breaking the Law, would everyone start robbing banks? Just because a song has 
a certain topic matter, doesn’t mean that listening to it is going to make you 
reenact it.” 


“But you put it in a speech! That’s COMPLETELY different!” 


“He raises a valid point.” Yu added. Justin couldn’t help but frown slightly at Yu’s 
betrayal. You’re voting for me dammit, don’t side with Yosuke! 


“Hey, did anyone break any shit, or throw any Molotov’s? No? Then its fine.” 


The rest of the group simply shrugged their shoulders. Both sides had valid points; 
yes it was stupid for Justin to be putting lyrics from songs about revolution into his 
speech, but it didn’t really have any harmful effects, so what was there to get 
worked up over? All the same, they’d really rather not talk about Justin potentially 
causing an uprising any longer than they already had. Instead, Chie opted to break 
the topic off by talking about some news that had caught her attention. 


“So, did any of you guys hear?” Chie spoke up excitedly. It seemed whatever she 
was about to say, she was excited about. “Trial of the Dragon 2’s supposed to be 
coming out in a month.” 


Justin raised his eyebrow slightly. He understood why Chie had been so excited 
about it; though he didn’t quite understand why she thought anyone else would be. 
Hell, he was almost entirely positive that amongst the people sitting at the table 
right now, only him and Chie had seen the first one. All the same, his interest was 
piqued. He thought the first movie was average at best, but Chie was a big fan... 
Maybe it would be a good idea to mark the release date on his calendar. He was 
sure she’d enjoy a trip to the movies that day. 


“What? Why would we know that?” Yosuke spoke up. “We don’t watch crappy kung- 
fu movies.” 


“Crappy!?” Chie’s excitement turned into blind rage in a split second. Justin 
forcefully blinked before looking in the other direction. He knew Yosuke was going 
to regret those words almost immediately. 


“Well they are!” 


Straight to the balls and he was down. Justin had to admire how far she had been 
able to reach under the table with her legs, as well as how accurate she had been 
without being able to see her target. Actually, on second thought, Justin didn’t want 
her to see her target. That’s just... Ew. All the same, Yosuke’s head fell straight into 
the table as he recoiled back in pain. Justin couldn’t help but chuckle slightly. It had 
been a good while since he had watched someone else beat the crap out of Yosuke. 


“So much for opinions...” Yosuke groaned over the immense pain he had been in. 


“If you have to say it was an opinion, then it probably was a pretty shitty opinion in 
the first place.” Justin interrupted. 


It was true. If it were a good opinion, no one would be kicking you in the balls, or 
giving you a hard time. The minute you have to defend your opinion as being an 
opinion, you might as well cut your losses. All the same Justin turned his attention 
over to Chie. He knew none of the others were interested in her movie, so it might 
be a good idea to take the chance and squeeze some information out of her. He was 
hoping to maybe surprise her with tickets or something. 


“| thought the main characters died at the end of the first one.” 

“Uh, spoilers! And for the record, it’s supposed to be about Kakashi’s son.” 
“The cowboy? Why him?” 

“Because he kicks ass!” 


Justin shrugged slightly. It was true that he had found the gunslinger to be the most 
appealing character in the movie, but that wasn’t saying much. Actually, now that 
he thought of it, Trial of the Dragon had a lot of things that weren’t, you know, kung 
fu? | mean, yeah, cowboys are cool and all, but what the fuck was the point? And 
then they decided to make a sequel about the one character who was not only 
completely irrelevant to the plot, but completely out of place in the setting and 
genre of the movie. It baffled his mind a little bit. 


“Cowboy? | thought you said this was a kung-fu movie.” Yu interrupted the two’s 
discussion. 


“It is...” Justin groaned back in response. 


“But then... |... What?” 
“Yeah, that was pretty much my reaction too.” 


“No it wasn’t. You stood up from the couch and shouted, ‘Finally, someone smart 
enough to use a fucking gun!’” 


“I’m just saying, if a bunch of ninjas came at you with large, sharp blades, shouldn’t 
you be, | don’t know, hitting them from a distance? Why would you want to do 
ANYTHING that involves getting up close and personal with people with bigass 
knives that know aerobics?” 


“You're questioning the logic of a kung-fu movie?” Yu added in witfully. Oh, so when 
did Yu get the right to judge everyone? That’s MY job, goddammit; get your own 
shtick. 


“I'll have you know | take my movie plots very seriously!” 


“That’s not even a plot point, that’s just a guy with a gun...” Yosuke moaned from 
his seat. 


“You know what? Fuck you guys,” Justin said, slightly sarcastically, as he threw forth 
both of his middle fingers. The intention was for him to get up out of his seat, walk 
away from the table backwards, and round the corner, all while flipping the bird the 
entire time, his eyes never leaving the table he had been sitting at. Instead, he 
lifted his foot from the table before setting the chair down in its normal position; 
causing him to fall backwards. Which would have been embarrassing, but otherwise 
alright under normal conditions, but on this day, he had conveniently chosen the 
chair that had been just in front of the railings. Justin bumped his head against the 
railing on the way down, knocking himself out cold. 


December 5, 2009 


“Quiet, you idiot!” 
“Now is that any way to treat a lady?” 
“Honey, you ain’t no lady.” 


Maya had snuck in through Justin’s bedroom window, as per their agreement earlier 
that day. She had wanted to see if there was any truth to this Midnight Channel 
rumor. Justin, of course, thought it was a bunch of bullshit; but Maya was amazing 
at convincing him to do stuff he didn’t want to. Either way, he’d figure he’d humor 
her. Maya chuckled slightly at Justin’s jab, though Justin hadn’t been laughing along. 


Beads of rain had slowly dripped off of her head and onto the floor; much to his 
dismay. 


“Jesus, Maya, you're drenched.” 


“Yeah, | probably should have stopped by before it started raining.” She sighed 
Slightly, before squeezing a bit of moisture off of her jacket. Her hair was completely 
soaked too, but it’s not like she had any intention of tugging at that. Justin was a 
little irritated that she was trying to squeeze water out onto his floor, but let it slide. 
Really, it was more important that she didn’t catch something than him having to 
explain why his bedroom floor was flooded. | mean, it’s not like much water came 
out anyway, so it should dry by the morning. 


“You want me to try and find a towel?” 
“Nah, I’m good.” 


Justin groaned slightly. “Why aren’t we doing this at your house anyway? You know 
my father is going to kill me if he finds you here.” 


“Please. If | had a TV you think I’d be hanging with you all day?” 
“Wow. Just; wow.” 
“I’m just kidding. Jeeze, lighten up.” 


Maya smacked him across the shoulder slightly, though it didn’t seem to snap Justin 
out of his state of disappointment. He sighed slightly before taking a seat on the 
wooden floor in front of his bedroom television set. She knew he didn’t like when 
she made jokes like that, but she still did it anyway. Knowing Maya, it probably 
wasn’t intentional, but it still made him feel like shit either way. Maya shrugged 
slightly before following Justin’s lead and sitting beside him on the floor. They still 
had some time to kill before Midnight; though they had to be very quiet ‘lest they 
wake Justin’s dad. 


“Besides, your parents like me right? | don’t think they’d be TOO upset.” 


“Clearly you don’t know my father the way | do. Besides; | want you to think about 
what we're doing right now. We are sitting in my room, together, alone, at midnight, 
when none of my parents are up. You don’t think that might give them the wrong 
idea if they caught us?” 


“Come on. They know it’s not like that... Right?” 
“| would certainly hope so.” 


The two sat silently starring at the television screen for a brief moment. 


“How do you even believe this kind of stuff, Maya? | mean, televisions that show 
you your soulmate... Surely you must see how ridiculous this is. | mean, if it were 
true, wouldn’t televisions be flickering on all over the place? Someone would have 
to have noticed it by now.” 


“Maybe I’m just optimistic.” Maya rebutted. It was vague and didn’t really answer 
the question, but it wasn’t like Justin was gonna get much more of an answer out of 
her than that; so he shrugged it off to turn back to the television. The digital clock in 
the corner of the room read 11:59, so it should start sometime soon, assuming 
Maya wasn’t just full of shit. Which she was. 


“Ready to eat your words?” 
“Only if you are.” 

11:59 

12:00 

Nothing. 


“And there you have it ladies and gentleman. Tell me Maya, how does it feel being 
dead wrong?” 


She sighed slightly. She had assumed it was just some stupid rumor, but part of her 
wanted it to be true. | mean, how cool would it be to see your soulmate on 
television? She starred at the television for only a brief moment longer before 
looking back out the window. It was still pouring out. 


“| don’t have to leave just yet, right?” 


Justin swapped his gaze to look out the window for a moment. His face sagged down 
in disappointment as he noticed the storm still beating against his window. He liked 
Maya’s company, sure, but if his dad woke up and found her in the house, hell if he 
even found Justin still awake... Well, he’d rather not think about it. Part of him 
wanted to kick her out; she knew what his father could get like after all. But then he 
looked at her, and noticed her body shivering slightly. He knew she was too proud 
to ask for a blanket or something, but at the very least he could let her stay a little 
longer; just till she warmed up a bit. 


“Well... You can stay for a bit to wait for the storm to pass... Just... Not too long.” 


Maya sighed slightly, changing from her sitting position to lying down on her back, 
staring at the ceiling. She had come all the way out here in the middle of a storm 
just to find out this was a fluke; and she’d have to leave in the middle of the storm 
too if this kept up. 


Or so she thought. Just as she was about to rest the back of her head against the 
floor; she noticed something out of the bottom of her eye. She immediately jumped 
back up, much to Justin’s surprise. He hadn’t really been paying attention to her, he 
was so busy staring out the window. He had to wonder what had made her jump up 
so quickly. 


“What's up?” 

“| knew it!” 
“SHHH!” 

“S-sorry, accident.” 


Justin sighed slightly, happy that his parents didn’t seem to hear them from the lack 
of sound coming from the room next door. All the same, he wondered what Maya 
had got so excited about. At least, he had until he saw the television screen flicker 
into focus. His jaw practically dropped as the image came into focus, an empty 
room filled with a greenish fog. In the center was an empty chair, though what that 
was for was up for question. 


“Holy... Shit...” 

“I told you, you didn’t believe me!” 
“Alright, very funny Maya.” 
“What?” 


Justin crawled up to the television, checking the back to see if the cable was still 
plugged in. He had assumed Maya had plugged it back in when he wasn’t looking 
and turned the television on with the remote or something. However, the television 
remained unplugged. 


“What in the name of fuck...” 


Maya soon crawled her way up to the television as well, intent on getting a better 
view of whatever was going on. Nothing moved in the picture, and there certainly 
wasn’t anyone there... And if the whole gist of this Midnight Channel thing was that 
you were supposed to see your soulmate, does that mean... That she didn’t have a 
soulmate? She felt like crying a little bit. Sure, that whole soulmate thing was just 
some work of fiction someone made up; but the thought of there being someone 
out there that was perfect for her... And it turns out she didn’t have one? It was 
devastating. 


“| don’t see anyone...” Maya choked up. 


“Forget that! The television is UNPLUGGED.” 


“Yeah, so?” 
“How the hell is it even working!” 
“SHHH! | don’t know don’t ask me!” 


Maya flung her hands upwards, as though to try to yell at Justin. Her sorrow soon 
turned to anger. All those jabs Justin took at her for believing in soulmates; and 
when it turns out they were real, and she didn’t have one? She blamed him 
completely, even if it wasn’t her fault. That didn’t matter though, as she threw her 
arms upwards, part of her arm brushed against the television screen, creating the 
slightest ripple in the glass. 


“This is all your fault!” 

“Uh... Maya...?” 

“All that talk about how ‘soulmates are bullshit,’ and now | don’t have one!?” 
“Maya...” 


“You’re the reason no one’s showing up you know! You can’t stand the thought of 
being with someone, so you’re dragging me down with you, is that it!?” 


“MAYA!” 
“WHAT!?” 
“Your arm!” 


Maya blinked twice in confusion. She had no idea what the hell Justin was talking 
about, and quite frankly, she didn’t really give a damn. Justin had screwed the 
pooch on this one big time, as far as she was concerned. All the same, she looked to 
see whatever the hell it was he was talking about. Her eyes widened in shock as she 
noticed the tip of her elbow fazing through the television screen. 


“Wh-...What the fuck!?” 
“H-How are you doing that!?” 
“1-1... | don’t know.” 


She retracted her arm for a brief moment, noticing the glass jiggle back into its 
original physical state as her touch was removed from the television screen. All the 
Same, she was Curious. She lightly tapped the screen again, only this time using her 
fingertip. She was more than a little bewildered as the screen started to shimmer 
again. 


“D-Do TV’s normally do this?” 


“Not in America they don’t!” 


Maya quickly withdrew her hand before falling backwards on her ass, her face 
completely mortified by what she had been able to do. Justin breathed heavily. He 
was just as Curious as she was now, and with good reason. He pressed his finger 
against the screen and waited for a moment. The screen did not respond, much to 
his confusion. He tried everything, his palm, his fingers, his elbow; anything 
connected to his arm, he tried to stick through the television. Yet, it seemed to only 
respond as Maya mustered the courage to touch the screen a third time. It 
shimmered slightly as she tapped her finger against the glass. Only this time, she 
opted to press her finger deeper into the screen, her whole hand being enveloped 
by the waves of pulsating glass around her wrist. 


“Maya, stop that!” 
“Wh-what the hell is this!?” 
“Il don’t know, but quit messing with it! What if it’s dangerous!?” 


Maya quickly withdrew her hand from the screen, rotating it around in front of her 
as she examined it for any form of inconsistencies. Nothing seemed particularly off 
about her... Yet, the television seemed to only react to her touch. She had been 
deep in thought when she was interrupted by the sound of two feet hitting the 
ground in synchronization. Justin’s eyes widened as soon as he heard the sound. It 
was his father, getting out of bed. He had heard them arguing back and forth. 


“Shit! Quick, hide!” 


Maya looked around the room for a good hiding spot, but alas, Justin was a neat 
freak. There was nothing she could really take cover behind, or try to bury herself 
under. Justin quickly slid into his bed, sliding the covers over his shoulders, forcing 
his eyes shut tightly. Maya’s eyes darted from object to object before she took a 
deep breath. There was only one hiding spot she could find... Shit, /’m going to 
regret this... 


Maya quickly and silently jumped onto the bed, rolling over to the other side of 
Justin, and diving beneath the covers. Justin had felt her mass rolling over his body, 
and immediately shot his eyes open in surprise. What the hell is she doing! Justin 
wanted to give her the boot, but that was interrupted by the gentle sound of his 
bedroom door opening, his father peering through the doorway. He bit his bottom 
lip and forced his eyes shut. Please don’t see the buldge in the blankets next to 
me... 


Luckily, Justin’s father seemed to have not noticed, closing the door after staring at 
him for a good ten seconds. Justin sighed in slight relief before giving Maya quick 
knee beneath the sheets, her head slowly rising up as she felt his bone dig into her 
stomach mass 


“Ow. What was that for?” 
“For being an idiot. What the hell were you thinking hiding here?” 


“It was the only place | could find, alright? And for the record, this does not count as 
me jumping in bed with you.” 


Justin gagged slightly. “You say that like it’s something I’d want to brag about.” 


His sarcastic remark netted him a knee of his own. 


May 24, 2011 


“Oh thank god, he’s coming to. Justin, are you alright? Did you hurt anything?” 
“Just my pride... Ugh...” 


Chie sighed slightly in relief, as she lent him a hand back to his feet. Justin’s head 
still hurt like a bitch, but then, that’s what happens when you hit it against cold hard 
metal. He moaned in slight pain as Chie lead him back over to his seat. One that 
wasn’t near the railings this time. He gave her a slight nod and whispered some 
thanks in her ear before she departed back to her seat. 


“Jesus dude, that looked like it hurt.” 
“It does. Want to see for yourself?” 


“He’s been conscious for all of five seconds and he’s already threatening me. | think 
he’ll be fine.” Yosuke smirked slightly. Justin responded with a light chuckle. Yosuke 
could be a huge ass from time to time, but when he actually cared like a normal 
human-being, he was a pretty nice guy. Maybe Justin should injure himself more 
often, that way he wouldn’t have to listen to Yosuke’s bullshit on a regular basis. 


“Jeeze, that was quite the fall. Are you sure you’re alright?” Chie asked. 


Justin blinked slightly. He had another one of those dreams, but... He had no idea 
what was going on. Maya and him had apparently watched the Midnight Channel, 
though Maya seemed to be able to go through the screen, much like the rest of the 
group. It seemed like important information for the rest of the group to know, yet... 
Something didn’t strike him quite right about this. How had Maya been able to get 
in without a Persona? Was it like Yu’s case, or was it like Justin’s case where his 
shadow let him in. He paused for a moment. No. He wouldn’t tell them about the 
dream until he worked everything out. Right now not enough made sense for it to 
be useful to anyone. 


“That depends. Any bumps?” Justin asked, feeling around his skull. 


“| don’t see any.” Yu responded from where he was sitting. He was about a seat 
away from Justin, Yosuke and Yukiko sitting to his immediate sides. Chie usually sat 
next to him, but they had to move Justin’s seat away from the railings, so she had 
been sitting further away this time. 


“Perfect, then my charming looks can still win the vote.” 
“Ugh, enough with the election already.” 
“You’re just mad because you're losing.” 


“Please, just because I’m losing in the polls doesn’t mean | can’t kick your sorry 
ass.” 


“Kick my sorry ass? Ass... You Know what rhymes with ass. Moustache. | should get 
back to work on drawing more moustaches on your posters.” Justin smirked, 
standing up slightly as though he were going to get up and go vandalize Yosuke’s 
shit. 


“Touch them, and the cops won’t recognize your corpse.” 


